﻿"No, no, see this is brilliant." Marta continued, speaking to her friend via her direct network link in her head. "Sure, Cryptocurrencies have had a spotty history but this time they're on the rise!"


She paced back and forth in her apartment alone, still speaking to her friend over the net. "Look, yeah I know I don't have a crypto mining rig but that's fine, theres this great new setup I'm gonna use. No, no, check this out. I can use my own brain as the crypto mining rig . . . . What? No, it's a great idea. Fuck you! You'll see, I just have to zonk out in front of the TV instead of going to work and I'll be rich! Yeah, of course, I quit my job, can't waste time at work if I'm doing this . . . . Nah, you'll see!" Marta hung up.


Her friends just didn't understand her brilliant plan. She'd set up everything. She had a simple service bot to take care of whatever she needed. She had a TV. She had an internal timer to go off and set her back to normal after eight hours. She'd had the crypto-mining software installed in her cyberbrain. Her brain should be plenty capable of the processes necessary for this!


Marta sat in her big comfy chair and grinned. Sure her apartment wasn't great now, down in some cyber slums but she'd be upgrading soon enough. She was gonna live the life out there! For now, though, all she had to do was sit on her ass and let her software run on her brain. She flipped on the TV and leaned back as some mindless entertainment started to stream in front of her. Time to get started.


First, she was sure to set the timer. Eight hours should do it, a full work day, and plenty of time to start without being so long she might risk some sort of problem. With that done, she closed her eyes and initialized the crypto-mining software in her cyberbrain.


<< Warning: Software will require bulk of processing. Allow?>>


"Yeah, yeah." Marta rolled her eyes at the warning as the software kicked into gear. "Whoa! Liek . . . hed . . . rush . . . ?"


Marta blinked slowly, her eyes growing dull and glassy. "Brane . . . slow. No think . . . gud. Feel weeeeeird. Heheheh, I smart. Gud plan." Marta guffawed at herself until her minimal attention span got taken up by the TV.


She sat like that for all of six hours, watching TV and letting the drone bring her drinks and snacks before a message popped up in her HUD.


<<Warning: High processing load. Shutting down extraneous programs.>>


"Huh? Whazzat? Stoopid wurdz go way, I watchin' stuffs!" Marta dismissed the warning she couldn't comprehend and resumed her mindless watching. She hardly noticed as the hours passed. As the world grew dark outside. When it was ten hours in she finally started to notice a problem.


"Huh, sleepy. Why 'larm no go off? Oh well. Uh . . . How make thingy off? Brain, make thingy stop." Marta blinked slowly. Receiving no response from her cyberbrain UI. It dawned on her she couldn't think well enough to shut it down!


"Uh . . . s'prolly fine. Me sleepy. Fix later." Marta shrugged, not quite able to get herself sufficiently concerned by this turn of events. Instead, she simply leaned back in her chair and started to doze in front of her TV, the idea of getting up and going to bed was too complicated for her in this state. Her dreams were static and numbers well beyond what she could count.


"Muh? Hed warm . . . ." Marta woke from her twelve-hour sleep and shook her head, not bothering to wipe at the drool that had formed at the edge of her lip. She'd completely forgotten her issue from the night before. Even as a warning flashed up on her HUD.


<< Warning: Overheating! Shut down software or risk systems damage. >>


"Whuh? Dum wurdz." Marta dismissed the warning without putting in the tremendous effort of trying to read it. Instead, she focused on her TV. She could barely comprehend what was happening on the constant stream of commercials occasionally interrupted by cheap reality television.


"Uhhhh . . . Mi . . . hawt?" After a few hours, Marta was feeling the warmth radiating from her head. There was a slight static fuzz near the periphery of her vision.


"Mi godda . . . uh . . . ." Marta tried to think. Tried to formulate a plan in response to what was happening but it was getting harder. Thoughts started and stopped and fizzled out, and when they did come they went slowly. By the time her robot had brought her some more snacks she'd forgotten what she was trying to fix and instead had to spend a good twenty minutes trying to figure out how to open a bag of chips.


"Sumthin' . . . wrong . . . can't . . . ." The thought resurged an hour later, lagging back into position in her train of thought. Struggling, Marta tried to stand up. She had no sense of balance left to her. Instead immediately collapsing back onto the chair, eyes crossed as she drooled. Her thoughts were laggy and broken.


"Nuh . . . think . . . hed . . . broke . . . need… uh . . . . Mi . . . am . . . Marta . . . Mi . . . uh . . . mi am . . . Mi . . . Mi . . . ." Her thoughts dissolved into a series of error messages and crashes. When her cyberbrain finally finished hard rebooting, the damage was done. Overheating had slagged most of her system critically. Marta was a drooling mess sitting on her chair staring uncomprehendingly at the TV. For the next couple of weeks, her robot took care of her until the money in her bank account ran dry.


When the repo men found Marta they knew just what to do. Her cyberbrain was sent to the local dump and her body was sold to the highest bidder, who also snatched up a few of her personal belongings.


Mimi is a happy girl now. What was left of her memories got uploaded to the cheapest cyberbrain that money could buy used. It wasn't much. None of her education, not much of who she was. Without software assistance, she'd not be able to speak. She wasn't too bright, kept forgetting stuff, and most of her opinions were either given to her by whatever freeware supplemented her thought processes or were put in by her new sugar daddy.


Mimi loved her new daddy! He played with her every day! She never had to work a day in her new life. Mimi had gotten everything she'd ever wanted. A happy easy life as somebody's personal toy wasn't quite how she'd envisioned it, but she couldn't help but love her new situation by design.